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troop, to disarm the machine-gun section, and himself led
-'the rest towards the spot where the garrison company was
stationed on the northern outskirts of the village, in large
stables.
Firing in the air and waving their sabres, the first insurgent
> group galloped along the main street. They sabred four
communists as they went, hurriedly formed up on the
outskirts, and silently, without a cheer, charged into the
attack against the Red Army men of the machine-gun
section as they came running out of their quarters.
The house in which the machine-gun section was quartered
stood a little apart from the rest of the village. But only
some two hundred paces separated it from the last houses.
The cossacks were met by machine-gun fire at point-blank
range, and at once turned back. Three of them were hit
and bowled out of their saddles before they could reach the
nearest lane.
The attempt to take the machine-gunners by surprise
had failed. The insurgents did not try again. The
commander of the group led his men under cover ; without
dismounting he warily peered around the corner of a stone-
built shed, and said:
" They've rolled out a couple more Maxims." He wiped
his sweaty brow with his fur cap and turned to the others .
" We'll ride back, boys. Let Fomin capture the machine-
gunners himself. How many have we left lying on the
snow . . . three ? Well, let him try his hand himself."
As soon as firing broke out in the eastern outskirts of the
village the company commander Tkachenko dashed out of
his quarters, dressing as he went, and ran to the barracks.
Some thirty Red Army men were already drawn up in rank
outside. They greeted him with a rain of questions :
" Who's shooting ? "
" What's up ? "
Without answering, he ordered the Red Army men who
came pouring out of the barracks to fall in also. Several
communists, workers in the regional organisations, who
had run to the barracks also stood in the rank. Scattered
rifle shots sounded in the village. Somewhere on the
western outskirts there was the dull thud of a hand grenade.
Seeing some fifty horsemen galloping with bared sabres
towards the barracks, Tkachenko unhurriedly drew his